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IV.
ENTERING THE UNITED STATES [1924]
EXCERPTED FROM ONE SMALL LIFETIME
Ernest Albert Thurkauf

In the autumn of 1923, father left for the States. Mother and the four

children remained on the farm. Father had to get himself established somewhere.
I (age sixteen) was now the man of the house. Mother and I learned to butcher
a cow; we sold some young stock and raised pigs and chickens. We somehow
made enough to exist. Winter was now coming on, and about every two weeks
ma and I had to go to town through the ice and snow -- and occasionally
bliz:z.ards.
Father went to Portland, Oregon, and there he hired out to a ranch near
Prineville in central Oregon.

From there he drifted into lumber camps at

Tillamook, Oregon, then to Hoquiam, Washington. When he left us, he had
stated that he would not go back to mining, but -- lo and behold -- we next had
a letter from him telling us that he was working in a silver mine at Mullan,
Idaho! He told me in later years that the Mullan Mine also was a man-killer. He
left there and went to Black Diamond, Washington, and back into coal-mining.
The mine had been closed for two years because of a miners' strike, but was now
open again. It was the best-paying job he had found in all his searching, but
during his wanderings, he had not been able to store up any money.
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So it was to Black Diamond that we should go! He rented a company
house and wrote, "Come." This was now May 1924.
Mother and I had sold what we could and given away what we could not
sell. It got us enough money for the tickets to Seattle where father was to meet
us. We departed from Vermilion; a neighbor had hauled us and our trunks to that
point. We arrived the next day in Vancouver, British Columbia, and stayed at
a hotel. We wandered around the city and attended our first movie theater. We
marveled at the fancy shops, the paved streets, and the sidewalks! It was all quite
a new experience for us.
The next day we went to the railway station, bought the tickets, and
boarded the train. Our trunks had been there from the day before and therefore
were also on board. But, before the train started moving, some men came along
and asked for U.S. immigration entry permits! Mother was dumbfounded and
thunderstruck! What permits? We had to get off the train, and our trunks were
put into the baggage room. Some official advised mother to go see the Swiss
consular official. Since father hadn't become a Canadian citizen, he had not been
naturalized. WE WERE STIU SWISS!
The consular official was curt, corrosive, and abusive. Our poor, longsuffering mother was on the receiving end of a tongue-lashing such as no coalhauling mule in the mines had ever gotten. The man wanted to know how father
had ever got across the line without passing through his office. Mother of course
had no idea. 3 He yelled at her that father must have jumped the line illegally.
Mother had to agree that perhaps that was the case! What next? We returned to

She may have had some idea. In March, 1917, Amalia Thurkauf has written to her sister in Liestal,
Switzerland:
I read in the paper that nobody can get across the border[into the U.S. J, but we, as
Swiss, could get a pass from the Consul. But that would cost us a lot of money for the Swiss
war tax, so we will have to wait it out. Emil says he could smuggle himself across near
Winnipeg, and once the man is across -- the family can follow easily!
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to the hotel, and for three days we were shunted from official to official. There
must have been a lot of inquiry going on among Canadian, U.S., and Swiss
officials! They must all finally have concluded that the easiest way out .for all
concerned was to let this Swiss Family cross the line.
Father was contacted and brought to Seattle, where he was permitted to
square himself and get his immigration mess in order. Poor mother suffered
horribly through this interlude. She consulted with me about what to do if no
entry permits were forthcoming. I informed her, and she agreed, that I would go
find a job in a nearby mine and support her and the children. By this time I felt
fully qualified for work; I was seventeen years of age and strong, although my
lungs were still hurting.

[Editor's note: from a bout of double pneumonia,

described earlier in the book.]

Three days of confusion and waiting finally ended when permission was
granted for us to proceed. We boarded the next train to Seattle and arrived
without further difficulty. Father was at the station to welcome us and take us
to Black Diamond, to the house he had rented and furnished.
[Editor's note: The Thurkauf family all became United States citizens,
taking the family name "Thurston", in Seattle, Washington in 1929-30.J
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